CONRAD [striving not to let Immense?s large and genial aspect
disarm him] I can go.
IMMENSO. Not at all. Delighted to see you, doctor. [He sits
down on the sofa, which groans beneath the burden],
FRANKLYN. Well, what is the latest? Has Clara made up her
mind to a separation, or has she discovered a new religion, or
have you a treaty of good behaviour in your pocket which I am
to sign?
IMMENSO. I really forget what she said.
CONRAD. You forget!
IMMENSO. The way I look at it is this. A man is not a balloon.
CONRAD. Some men are damned like one.
IMMENSO [grinning genially] Like all men of science you are
the dupe of appearances. For instance, / am superficially like a
balloon. I fancy that was in your mind when you introduced
the subject of balloons.
CONRAD. It is just possible. But it was you who introduced
the subject.
IMMENSO. Let me suggest an experiment. Procure a balloon;
and place it on the lawn. Place me at the same time on the roof.
Detach us both simultaneously from the lawn and from the roof.
The balloon will immediately shoot up into the heavens and be
lost. / will, on the contrary, descend to earth with destructive
force, and probably make a considerable dent in it. In other
words, you will not know where to find the balloon; and you
will know where to find me. That is the essential difference.
FRANKLYN. Yes, yes; but what has it to do with Clara?
IMMENSO. This. The earth is my home. If my home were in
the skies I could not be a married man. You conceive me at the
altar trying to get married, with the bride, the bridesmaids, the
best man, the pew opener, and the parson all holding me down.
But they would have to let go sooner or later. And then up I
would shoot. My head would strike the stars. My coat would be
whitened in the milky way. And my wife would be that most
pitiful of all widows, a grass widow. The natural occupation of
the grass widow is to make hay whilst the sun shines. But my
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